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For every young dreamer who has ever felt out of place,
who stitched courage into their days, and chose to shine anyway.
For those who carry the weight of family, memory, and hope, and still find a way to shine. 
To the teens who pick up this book may you see yourself in Diana’s story, and remember that your voice, your style, and your journey matter.
And for our loved ones—past, present, and future—who remind us that home is not just a place, but the people who believe in us.

—Janice Goodmen
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Seventeen-year-old Diana Powells has always been the center of her father’s world—his “princess”—while her mother, Clara, took on the role of the practical parent. But when her parents’ marriage unravels, everything Diana thought she could rely on changes. Her father has moved on with a new girlfriend, and her mother—now a director at a nonprofit that helps at-risk teens—has become stricter, determined to push Diana toward independence. Clara doesn’t want her daughter to grow up believing beauty or marriage are the only paths to fulfillment; she’s fighting to reclaim the dreams she once sacrificed for family, and she refuses to let Diana repeat her mistakes.

Diana admires her mother’s strength, but the distance between them has always been hard to bridge. Instead of opening up, Diana rebels—testing limits and struggling to find her place in a life that feels unfamiliar. When her father signs her up for an internship at his company, a mobile home manufacturing firm’s subsidiary, she’s more than doubtful. But once there, Diana unexpectedly discovers a talent for architectural design, sketching and shaping new ideas for living spaces that spark her creativity and sense of purpose.

For the first time, Diana begins to imagine a future that’s truly hers—not as a pampered princess, but as someone capable, ambitious, and determined to build something real. As she navigates strained family relationships, new opportunities, and her own growing identity, Diana must prove to herself—and to her mother—that she’s more than what anyone else has ever expected her to be.
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Janice Goodmen is a devoted mother and a storyteller at heart. Growing up in the nineties as the eldest of three sisters in a single-parent household, she carries vivid memories of both the challenges and the resilience that defined those years. The struggles, the quiet joys, and the strength of family continue to inspire the themes she weaves into her books for teens and young adults.

Through her writing, Janice seeks to encourage young readers to embrace their individuality, hold fast to hope, and discover the power of creativity and self-expression. Diana’s Story: Blueprints for Diana is her heartfelt reminder that even in the hardest seasons, beauty and purpose can still be built.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: 

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Princess No More
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Diana Powells used to think her life was something out of a glossy magazine—her father’s laughter echoing through the house, her mother’s soft voice smoothing over the edges, and herself in the center of it all, the star, the princess.

But that was before the papers were signed. Before the boxes were packed. Before her dad moved into a sleek condo across town with white walls that smelled like fresh paint and someone else’s perfume.

Now, the house felt too quiet.

“Diana,” her mother’s voice called up the stairs, clipped and sharp. “You’re going to be late again.”

Diana rolled over on her bed, staring at the ceiling. Her phone buzzed with messages from friends planning another late-night hangout. She didn’t reply. Instead, she let out a sigh that seemed to come from somewhere deep in her chest.

“I heard you,” she finally called back.

She dragged herself up, tugging on light blue jeans and a loose T-shirt, letting her long dark curly hair fall down in waves she hadn’t bothered to style. When she stepped into the kitchen, her mom was already in her work clothes—navy blazer, pencil skirt, heels clicking across the tile. Clara looked like she was heading to court, not to her nonprofit’s office, an organization that was in charge of providing safe housing and intervention options for at risk teens.

“You could at least pretend to care,” Clara said, sliding a travel mug of coffee into her bag.

“I’m here, aren’t I?” Diana muttered, grabbing a piece of buttered toast.

Clara’s eyes flicked over her—hair messy, backpack slouched against the chair, attitude written in every shrug. Once upon a time, Clara would have fussed, fixed Diana’s breakfast, maybe offered to braid her hair. Now, her gaze was all steel.

“Being ‘here’ isn’t the same as showing up,” Clara said. “Life isn’t going to hand you things just because you’re pretty, Diana.”

The words landed like a slap.

Diana bit her lip, heat rising in her tan cheeks, honey brown eyes pricked by unshed tears. “Wow. Thanks, Mom. Great pep talk for the morning.”

Clara sighed, adjusting her dark grey blazer. “I’m not trying to be cruel. I just... don’t want you to waste yourself.”

“Too late,” Diana said, dropping the toast untouched onto plate on the counter. She swung her backpack over her shoulder and headed for the door before her mom could see the redness in her eyes.

Outside, the air was crisp and heavy with the smell of cut grass. Diana paused on the porch, pulling her phone out of her pocket. A new message flashed across the screen—this one from her dad.

Lunch this weekend? I’ll bring someone special for you to meet.

Her chest tightened. She typed out a reply, then deleted it.

For as long as she could remember, she’d been her father’s princess. But now? Now she wasn’t sure what she was anymore.

And the worst part was, neither of her parents seemed to know either.
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The car ride was worse.

Diana sank into the passenger seat, staring out the window as her mother smoothly backed her 2025 jet Black Jaguar F-Pace SVR - Luxury SUV out of the driveway. The morning sun stretched across their neighborhood, throwing gold across manicured lawns and sprinklers still hissing on timers. It should have felt familiar, comforting. Instead, it felt like someone else’s life—like she was just driving through it, not living in it anymore.

Clara’s phone lit up on the dashboard. With one tap, her voice filled the car: “Good morning, this is Clara Powells.”

A stream of conversations followed—staff at her nonprofit confirming schedules, a donor calling about a fundraiser, one of her board members asking if she could step into an afternoon meeting. Clara’s tone was clipped, professional, as if she’d left her real self behind the second she picked up the phone.

Diana slumped lower in her seat. She might as well have been invisible.

She thought about last year, before everything fell apart—before Dad’s laughter had thinned out into silence, before the fights started echoing through the walls. He used to sneak her out for ice cream on school nights. He used to clap the loudest at her piano recitals, even when she messed up. He used to make her feel like she was the most important person in the room.

Now, she got text messages about “someone special” he wanted her to meet.

Her throat tightened. She turned her face toward the window so her mom wouldn’t notice.

Clara ended another call and glanced at the clock. “We’re running a little late. Try not to get another tardy, Diana. Please.”

Her voice softened on the last word, almost too quiet to catch, but Diana didn’t answer. What was there to say?

The rest of the ride stretched out in silence, the hum of the engine filling the space where words should have been. Diana pressed her forehead to the cool glass of the window and wondered how a life could change so much in just a year—and if anything would ever feel whole again.
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When they pulled up to the school drop-off, Clara shifted the car into park. “Diana—wait.” Her smooth pale hand hovered near the wheel, her tone suddenly sharper. “Don’t skip class again. And stay away from Sandra White. I mean it this time.”

Diana froze with her hand on the door handle. “What’s your problem with Sandra?” she asked, though she knew exactly what her mom was about to say.

Clara’s lips pressed into a thin line, her honey colored eyes suddenly flashing. “Her parents caught her sneaking out with a college freshman last summer. And I haven’t forgotten the stunt you two pulled with those tattoos.”

Heat rose in Diana’s cheeks. She tugged at the hem of her white Wells Street Art Festival T-shirt, where the ink was hidden beneath the fabric. One impulsive decision, one night of letting Sandra talk her into something reckless—something to make her parents notice her, finally—and instead it had felt like the last straw. The act hadn’t saved her family; it had shattered it. Weeks later, the divorce was final.

Now the school saw her differently. The same teachers who once smiled and called her a “bright light” now narrowed their eyes when she walked into class. Some of her old friends stopped sitting with her at lunch, drifting away like she was contagious.

So she stuck close to Sandra. Not because she believed in all of Sandra’s choices, but because the alternative—facing the hallways alone—was worse.

“I’m serious, Diana,” Clara pressed. “That girl is nothing but trouble.”

“She’s my friend,” Diana snapped back, her hand tightening on the door handle.

“She’s using you to get attention.”

“Maybe I want attention!” The words slipped out before Diana could stop them. Her mother’s eyes widened with shock slightly, but Diana didn’t wait for her reply. She shoved the door open, slinging her backpack onto her shoulder.

The cool morning air hit her face as she stepped onto the sidewalk, already bracing herself for the stares she’d get walking into first period. She didn’t turn back to see if her mom was still watching.

She didn’t have to. She could feel Clara’s disappointment like a shadow, following her all the way up the steps of the school.
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The glass doors groaned as Diana pushed her way inside, the hum of voices and slamming lockers greeting her like a tidal wave. The hallway smelled faintly of floor wax and the cafeteria’s burnt coffee. Clusters of girls in glossy lip gloss and neon sneakers leaned against the lockers, whispering, their eyes sliding toward her before flicking away.

She knew that look.

It was the same look she’d been collecting since summer—the one that said: That’s her. The girl who went off the rails. The girl who thinks she’s grown.

She tightened her grip on her backpack strap, chin lifting a fraction higher, pretending she didn’t notice.

And then—there was Sandra.

She was impossible to miss, leaning against her locker like she owned the whole hallway. Her hair fell in effortless waves down her back, her eyeliner sharp enough to cut glass. She was laughing at something one of the soccer boys said, twirling her phone between her fingers like she didn’t have a care in the world.

When she spotted Diana, her smile stretched wide. “Di! Over here.”

Diana felt a flicker of relief, a tiny breath loosening in her chest. Whatever else could be said about Sandra, at least she never turned away.

Diana wove through the crowd until she reached her, and Sandra pulled her into a quick hug that smelled faintly of vanilla body spray.

“Girl, you look half-dead,” Sandra said with full peach gloss colored lips, cocking her curly red head. “What’d your mom do—lecture you to death before school?”

Diana rolled her eyes, leaning against the locker beside her. “Pretty much. She told me to stay away from you, actually.”

Sandra smirked, tossing her hair back. “Again? She should just get it printed on a T-shirt at this point.”

Despite herself, Diana laughed—a small, real laugh that cracked through her armor for the first time that morning.

Sandra leaned in, lowering her voice so only Diana could hear. “Forget her. People are gonna think what they want. Let ’em. We’ve got each other, right?”

Something in the way Sandra said it—sharp but steady, almost protective—settled inside Diana like a promise.

The bell rang overhead, echoing down the white polished hall. Students started peeling off toward their classes. Sandra straightened, slinging her bag over her shoulder.

“Come on,” she said, flashing Diana a grin. “Let’s show this place we’re not afraid of their dirty looks.”

And just like that, Diana followed.

Not because she fully believed Sandra’s bravado. Not because she thought today would be any different. But because walking the hallways alone was worse.

And at least, with Sandra, she didn’t have to face it all by herself.
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Whispers and Walls

[image: ]


Diana slid into her first-period history class just as the final bell rang. Mr. Kline didn’t even look up from his attendance sheet; he just sighed, tapped his pen against the desk, and marked something down.

“Nice of you to join us, Miss Powells,” he said without glancing her way.

A few kids snickered. Heat rushed to Diana’s cheeks, but she only shrugged, dropping into her seat by the window. She pulled out her notebook, doodling in the corner instead of meeting anyone’s eyes.

It wasn’t like she was late—barely—but Mr. Kline had a way of making her feel like she was already guilty of something.

As he droned on about post-war reconstruction, Diana’s eyes drifted toward the hallway outside, where sunlight cut across the lockers like golden bars. She remembered when teachers used to smile at her, used to call her “bright” or “full of potential.” Now their voices held an edge, as if waiting for her to slip.

And maybe she had. Maybe the tattoos, the nights sneaking out with Sandra, the way she stopped caring about grades—it had all given them permission to stop believing in her.

A folded note slipped onto her desk. Sandra, two rows back, winked when Diana glanced her way.

She unfolded it under the desk:
Party this weekend. You in?
Diana bit her lip, crumpled the note, and shoved it in her pocket. Just having Sandra’s attention eased the sting of Mr. Kline’s pointed sighs.

By third period, the whispers started.

“Did you hear—”
“They say she got ink with Sandra last summer—”
“My mom said she’s trouble—”
Diana kept her head down, pretending to copy equations in math class, but every so often she caught the sideways glances, the pursed lips. Once, she’d been invited to every birthday sleepover, every group project. Now girls she used to call friends avoided her desk.

Worse than the whispers were the teachers.

In chemistry, Ms. Latham paused by her lab station, eyeing the beaker Diana was holding as if it might explode. “Careful, Diana. Let’s not cause a scene today.”

A ripple of laughter moved through the room.

Diana gripped the beaker tighter, jaw clenched. She wanted to shout, I’m not some criminal. But the words stayed locked in her throat.

By the time lunch rolled around, she felt wrung out—like she’d been walking around with invisible arrows sticking out of her. She pushed her tray onto a corner table, but Sandra appeared a minute later, sliding into the seat across from her with her usual confidence.

“Don’t listen to them,” Sandra said, stabbing a fry with her fork. “They’re jealous. You actually live your life while they sit at home playing good girl.”

Diana smirked faintly, but the pit in her stomach didn’t ease.

Because the truth was—she wasn’t sure she liked the life she was living.

And she didn’t know how to change it, not without losing Sandra, and not without proving everyone right.
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Diana trailed back toward class after lunch, the weight of the morning still clinging to her. The low hum of chatter in the hall felt like static she couldn’t quite tune out. She tugged at the hem of her t-shirt, the faded design from last summer’s Wells Street Art Festival stretched across the fabric.

Her lips curved into the ghost of a smile. That had been one of the best days she could remember—just her and Sandra weaving through stalls lined with paintings, pottery, and murals that seemed alive with color. She could still smell the paint, the fried food, hear the faint strumming of guitars from the street performers. It had been a world that made sense to her, a world that whispered that creating things could actually be a way of living, not just a hobby.

Her teachers had said as much. More than once, they’d pulled her aside, their eyes alight, telling her she had something rare—an eye, a voice in her work. If she leaned into it, she could go far.

But Diana never breathed a word of it to her mom. She knew Clara would dismiss it with a sharp wave of her flawless manicured hand. Art is a pastime, not a career. Diana could almost hear her mother’s voice, cool and final. So, she tucked the encouragement away, like a secret, wearing it only in her heart.

The festival had been more than art, though. It was where she and Sandra had wandered too far, pushed too many boundaries. What began as a harmless inside joke—a dare to get a small tattoo—had spun out of control when the artist convinced Diana to add another one across her shoulders. At the time, it felt daring, electric. But when Clara found out? It looked like proof that Diana was unraveling. Another crack in the fragile glass image of their family, already splintered by the divorce.

And then there was the bus. Or rather, missing it. That night had sealed their reputations.

Sandra hadn’t wanted to admit it, but the truth was she’d arranged to meet a boy from another state. Diana, loyal to a fault, had gone along—lying to their parents about staying with a school friend for the week. Everything unraveled when the boy never showed, and they lost Sandra’s purse somewhere along the way—most likely at one of the many barbecues and cookouts they drifted through on their last night, moving from one crowd to the next. The purse had held her cell phone, their IDs, and debit cards. Stranded, broke, and exposed, Sandra spiraled. Seeing their situation, it was Diana who had to bite the bullet and make the call for help.

So her father had sent one of his colleagues to pick them up—an older man who remained stone-faced and silent the entire drive back. Sandra’s parents were furious, and Diana’s weren’t far behind. From that day on, whispers clung to them like shadows: reckless, wild, untrustworthy. And it hurt. It was a mistake Diana wished she could undo, if only to erase the damage it had left in its wake.

Diana exhaled sharply, forcing the memory down as she paused at her classroom door. The shame, the whispers, the fallout—they lingered like an echo she couldn’t silence. And yet... the festival itself still burned in her mind. The artists had spoken with fire in their voices, their hands stained with color, their eyes alive with purpose. They had forged lives out of nothing but raw talent and sheer determination.

They had built lives from raw talent, thriving through persistence and vision. 

For a brief moment that day, Diana had believed she might be able to do the same.
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Diana’s Story: Blueprins for Diana
Seventeen-year-old Diana never expected her
life to change so quickly. Between her parents’
divorce, a summer of mistakes, and the quiet
unraveling of a close friend, she’s had to grow up
faster than she imagined.

But when an unexpected internship introduces
her to the world of architecture and design,
Diana discovers a new passion—and a glimpse of
the future she never thought was possible. With
the guidance of mentors who challenge her to
think bigger and family members learning to
rebuild trust, Diana begins to see that her story is
still being drawn, line by line.

Balancing school, friendship, and family while
sketching out her own dreams, Diana learns that
building a life—just like designing a space—
requires courage, vision, and heart.

A coming-of-age story about resilience, creativity,
and the blueprints we make for ourselves.
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